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A WARM EVENING ON THE FRONT PORCH 

Not your front porch—but the one where you sit so 
often with that young lady. Due regard for both 
your comfort and your appearance on such occa- 

HirWpv m TOPifM h i l v yC ?i5 T* , be a Wght-weight 

HICKE Y -FRE EM A N — the kind that feels com¬ 
fortable and keeps its shape. These suits may not 
cost as much as you think. 


BROWN’S CLOTHES SHOP 

317 Main Street, Peoria, Ill. 


Please mention the TECH when answering advertisement: 






























The 

Tech 


GRADUATION SUITS 


T HE close of another school term is in sight, and all 
the young fellows are anxious to make a good 
showing AND LOOK TKEIR BEST. We are 
displaying three exceptionally strong lines of blue serge 
suits; they're tailored perfectly, and right up to the min¬ 
ute in style; the values are most pronounced at : : 



We are also splendidly prepared to supply your needs 
as regards Graduation accessories, such as Shirts, Neck¬ 
wear. Hosiery, Jewelry, etc., at Lowest Prices. : : : : 
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WATCHMAKERS 

TOOLS AND M 0 A l T E^L| m |PECIAL PRICES TO STUDENTS 

FINE AMERICAN JEWELS AND STAFFS 

FRED J. BAHNI & CO., Mfg. Jewelers 

106 S, ADAMS ST., 2ND FLOOR _ PEORIA, ILL 


The Central National Bank of Peoria 

Designated Depositary of the U. S. 'Government 

CAPITAL PAID IN.$ 200,000.00 

SURPLUS FUND . 160,000.00 

DEPOSITS . Over 2,300,000.00 

Of R„St eSP l» Ci f 1 l y >™te the patronage of alumni and undergraduate: 
of Bradley Polytechnic Institute. established in 1879 


JOHN C. STREIBICH 

HAS IN STOCK 

THE MOST COMPLETE LINE OF 
COMMERCIAL STATIONERY AND OFFICE SUPPLIES 
IN THE CITY 

BUILDING, ROOFING AND WRAPPING PAPER, STEEL FIL¬ 
ING CASES, HfiRRING-HALL-MARVIN SAFES AND 
VAULTS, TOILET PAPER 


For First Class Barber Work 
SEE 

C. B. Deolber, The Barber 

(IN CLARKE’S PLACE) 

CORNER UNIVERSITY AND MAIN STREETS 
ONLY THREE BLOCKS FROM SCHOOL 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 
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JOHN H. KUHL 

PURE FOOD GROCER 

439 MAIN ST. 1012 KNOXVILLE AVE. 723 THIRD AVE. 
324 BRADLEY AVE. 


Princess Theatre 


“HOME OF THE PIPE ORGAN” 

CONTINUOUS VAUDEVILLE AND LATEST MOTION 
PICTURES 


PHONES 3320 



TAXICABS 

LIGHT AND HEAVY 
LIVERY 

PalaceLiveryandTaxicabCo. 

216-220 N. Adams St. 


Nicholson’s Photos 

ARE NOT 

THE CHEAPEST BUT THE BEST—DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS 
STUDIO, 107 SOUTH JEFFERSON ST. 


Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 



















Bradley Polytechnic Institute 

I—SCHOOL OF ART AND SCIENCES 

SIX YEAR COURSES 

Extending from End of Common School 
to End of Second Year in College 

Instruction in BIOLOGY. CHEMISTRY, COOKING AND SERV¬ 
ING OF FOODS, DRAWING (Freehand and Mechanical), 
ENGINEERING, ENGLISH, GERMAN and FRENCH, 
HISTORY and CIVICS, LATIN and GREEK, MAN¬ 
UAL ARTS (Woodwork, Metalwork, Machine Shop, 
Electrical Construction, Forge and Foundry- 
Practice, Etc.), MATHEMATICS PHY¬ 
SICS, SEWING AND HOUSE¬ 
HOLD ARTS 

Special courses for those who wish to become 
Teachers of Manual Training or Domestic Economy 


II—HOROLOGICAL DEPARTMENT 

A School for Practical Instruction 
in Watchmaking and Allied Trades 

Departments: Watchwork, Engraving, Jewelry, Optics. 

Instruction at the Bench, supplemented by classwork and lectures. 
Watchmakers and Jewelers in need of competent assistants are in¬ 
vited to correspond with the Horological School. 


For Catalogue and other Information address, 

THEODORE C. BURGESS, Director, 

Bradley Polytechnic Institute, 

PEORIA, ILLINOIS 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 












We do Catering for Parties 
and Receptions. Furnish Lin¬ 
en and Dishes. Come to us 
for Estimates. 
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O ur Ice Creams and Candies 

416 MAIN STREET are the Best. 


PEORIA 


Phone 1821 416 Main St. 


The Two OLDEST BANKS in Peoria 

THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK OF PEORIA 


ORGANIZED 1863 


THE SAVINGS BANK OF PEORIA 


ORGANIZED 1868 



The Bradley Polytechnic Institute is a Stockholder in these 
Banks. The accounts of those connected with the Institute are 


invited. 


210 AND 212 SOUTH ADAMS STREET 
IF YOU CONTEMPLATE PURCHASING 


A WEDDING OR BIRTHDAY PRESENT 


DO NOT FAIL TO VISIT OUR STORE 


YOUNGLOVE & SINGER 


JEWELERS AND OPTICIANS 


PEORIA, ILLINOIS 


420 MAIN STREET 


SATISFACTORY FOOTWEAR AT 


WTHD'S 


319 S. ADAMS ST. 

FOOTWEAR for all OCCASIONS at Wynd’s. 
STYLES always the NEWEST at Wynd’s. 
QUALITY the VERY BEST at Wynd’s. 
$4.00 Buys a Guaranteed Patent Shoe at Wynd’s. 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 























BEFORE YOU BUY 

A DIAMOND, WATCH, CLOCK, JEWELRY, SILVER OR 
GLASS, SEE WHAT WE OFFER. 


CUT 


Crawford & Co., Jewelers 

305 MAIN STREET 


GET YOUR MEALS AT THE 

Home DINING AND LUNCH Room 

. . . HOME COOKING . . . 

2122 MAIN STREET (2nd floor) PEORIA, ILLINOIS 

THREE BLOCKS FROM THE UNIVERSITY 


A. ROHMAN 

DEALER IN 

Staple and Fancy Groceries 

GIVE ME A TRIAL 

Both Phones 2739 2129 Main Street 


The UPLANDS HARDWARE Store 

RUDOLPH STREHLOW, Prop. 

2125-27 MAIN STREET CALL US BOTH PHONES 600 


Tech Restaurant 

2112 Main Street J. N. ELY & CO 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 
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Peoria, Ill., June, 1912 


No. 9 


Utlly’a iUmtante 

PART I. 

No, I wasn't expecting an invitation. One of my great-great an¬ 
cestors was a pal of George Washington, and my mother’s father ruled 
half of Broadway, but I own my wildest fances never pictured myself 
flitting tranquilly over the exclusive threshold of Miss Virginia Hol¬ 
lister’s “Hillcrest.” Yet hither came the postman one morning about two 
weeks before Thanksgiving, bearing a little white envelope, also very 
exclusive. Mr. William Beckwith Simon did it bid to a house party 
over Thanksgiving week end, to meet the niece of the hostess, Miss 
Margaret Hollister, late of Bruner’s Musical College of Boston. The 
note added that six or eight of the younger set would be there—it being 
not stated, but tacitly understood, that I would take care of Viola Lam¬ 
bert. Len Cromwell had had an invitation the day before, and Homer 
Randolph the day before that. Evidently Aunt Jenny was picking out 
the socially elect first. As we could discover no one who preceded him, 
we decided that Homer had been picked out as the guest’s victim. Noth¬ 
ing said about what kind of a girl she was—not necessary—leave that 
to the gossips. 

Mother did not want me to go. She does not approve of such 
diabolical things. But I mastered her, and a huge bill for clean laundry, 
and set out with Viola the day before Thanksgiving. 

We were met by all the rest of the party at the door of the Mansion 
Hillcrest. There, within the warm bright hall, I dreamed the first real 
dream of my life—the first’ real prayer suffused itself through me—to 
find utterance when I and my thoughts were alone. Beneath the big bay 
window, in the moonlight, stood a little girl of about nineteen summers. 
Her hair was like the daffodil, and her eyes, not too large, but beautifully 
expressive—a delicate violet. There stood Margaret Hollister, smiling 
the smile soon to be the most agonizing and the most happiness-bearing 
of all angels’ smiles. 

At luncheon Homer Randolph sat next to her, and tried to monop¬ 
olize her conversation. I sat across the table and attempted to talk to 
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Viola—for I am a half-way decent cad—but the way Homer looked at 
her certainly riled me. 

That evening we were to have a sleigh ride. “I am sorry,” said Mar¬ 
garet, in her sweet, modest way, “I have a slight cold. We’ll get Miss 

Renfro for you, Homer, so”- But, no, the gallant Homer Algernon 

must needs remain at home to keep her company. Of all the detestable, 
sleek-footed, horny-handed, pink-eyed beetles, that Homer Algernon 
Randolph certainly is the cream. Excuse me, if I seem to digress—but 
if I had that long, curly straw for hair and those lavender eyes I’d—well, 
if that man doesn t come to the gallows, I will—for trying to put him 
there. 

Aunt Jinnie took a great deal of interest in Peggy and Homer— 
none in Billy. I went home nursing recollections of constantly dis¬ 
turbed conversations. Peggy let me write between Thanksgiving and 
Christmas. I did not send flowers. Homer did that. 

At Christmas she came down to her uncle’s at Millbrook. By a pe¬ 
culiar coincidence there also came I. Christmas Eve I had to go home_ 

mother was having a young duck-fit—but Christmas afternoon 1 re¬ 
turned. It seemed as if life were no longer worth living without Peggy. 
We went sleighing. I must have done what the vulgar tongue calls pro¬ 
posing. All I remember is that I told her what I thought, and when we 
turned home again she was mine. 

At first I was too happy to see earth. But she seemed so engrossed 
in her settlement work that her interest sometimes worried me. About 
March I was almost in despair—until I received a most wonderful letter 
—a letter which dispelled all my fears concerning her love, and filled me 
with new life. 

I had been on a business trip to San Francisco. When 1 came back 
two weeks later I—well—I gave a ring. It does not pay to become 
flowery in these matters. I once read about a man who wrote, asking 
his sweetheart to let him slip a flashing headlight on her bonny finger.” 
But he got nervous and spelled “bonny” with one “n” and an “e,” and 
it was all up with him. 

Sometimes I wonder if June is at the end of all time—for we are 
to be married then. Mother is reconciled, and loves her dearly—the house 
is being built—Mr. Wayne has taken me into the firm. Oh, you who are 
waiting, I urge you be not withheld by despair! 

Just one more word! It is the great joke of Peg and myself, that 
happened the night I put the ring on her finger. You know that nervy 
Homer had been hanging around all this time.—not knowing the prize 
had been won. We were on the east porch, when he came up the steps. 
We did not realize that a light was behind us. It happened! Then came 
a quick, gurgling noise, and all we could see was Homer Algernon Ran¬ 
dolph’s coattails rounding the corner—going like Peggy’s caramel fudge. 

ELIZABETH KING, ’ll. 















I *0 HliHOLfc*, 


NftST »N THE MM-E 


STB KT 















. PART II. 

As Told By Billy’s Mother. 

Mansfield, Mass., March 1, 1910. 

Dear Sister Caroline: 

Billy, my Billy, is to be married in June. Doubtless you hav r e heard 
before of people who were to be married, and the full import of that 
statement doesn’t strike you with all the force which it does me. You 
know there is no other love quite so all-absorbing, so all-enveloping as 
that of a widowed mother for her only son. Often during the long 
journey Billy and I have traveled together, just us two, fearful thoughts 
have come to me of the time when my love alone would fail to satisfy 
him. Just imagining such a condition of affairs always gave me a cold, 
gray sensation, such as we feel in the silent watches of the night, when 
the inevitableness of death preys upon our consciousness. And now 
with Billy’s engagement that sensation has become a horrible reality, a 
permanent fixture in my life. Since Jack’s tragic death, following soon 
after Billy’s birth, my whole life has been Billy. I cannot, I will not 
share him with another woman. Yes, I know you will dub me a “jealous 
old woman”—you with your splendid husband and half dozen promising 
bairns, but I’m going to express my sentiments all the same. The truth 
burst upon me at Christmas, and I collapsed. My illness kept Billy away 
from that girl for one day, at least. I had that supreme satisfaction. . I 
struggled against her influence as a fish out of water struggles, and just 
as effectively. The more I turned the flashlight on her true character 
the more imbecile Billy became. I am afraid my attitude only served to 
bring matters to an early crisis. The girl is Margaret Hollister. You 
remember her father well. She is no worse than her generation, but the 
way she has entrapped my innocent and unsuspecting Billy chokes me 
with rage whenever I think of it. Have you observed the modern girl? 
Have you witnessed her tactics when her fancy gets caught? Well, she 
doesn’t “set her cap for him,” as they said of us in our youthful days. 
Not she. She gets a lasso, hobbles and a bottle of chloroform. She 
doesn’t hunt singly, but in companies. She belongs to a “club,” and in 
the name of the club she keeps him going to the tune of a figure eight. 
Beyond the range of her hypnotic eye he is never allowed to wander. 
He never gets a chance to let the sensation wear off. That is the way this 
scheming girl went after my son. I tried to save him, but he would not 
be saved. Margaret Hollister is no more fitted to be Billy’s wife than I 
am to be a circus rider. She can’t cook, she can’t sew, she can’t do any¬ 
thing useful. Billy can’t scare up as much of the where-with-all a year 
as she spends in a month on her settlement work. I’ve successfully 
battled with croup, whooping cough, measles, queer ambitions and evils 
of every sort, raising Billy, but with this girl, Billy’s worst enemy in 
reality, I am as unable to cope as a minnow with a shark. Caroline, 
come and see me, if you possibly can. I need you, for I am alone, mis- 











erable, heart-broken, crushed. I don’t want to do anything but die, just 
as soon and as painlessly as possible. I don’t want to live to see this 
calamity come upon my house. Please come and help me. You can 
always see a silver-lining where there isn’t any. 

* Disconsolately yours, 

Marybel Simon. 

P. S.—Don’t come! Pve found a silver lining myself, and I’ve seen 
sunshine where a cloud used to be. Mother Simon died last fall, and 
her house has just been sold. After writing this letter, I went over to 
see if everything had been removed from the house. In the attic I found 
Father Simon’s old war trunk. Lifting the lid, I saw his old blue army 
suit, and with a woman’s curiosity began searching through the pockets. 
Inside I found an old, crumpled yellow paper. I opened and read—this— 
a letter from Jack’s mother to Father Simon, then serving in the army. 
I am sending it all, even the amusing postscript: 

“Dearest Husband:—During the long, dreary months of your ab¬ 
sence I have tried to be a brave wife and a faithful mother, and have 
succeeded, outwardly, at least, but now I am struck all of a heap. A 
dreadful calamity has befallen our Jack. He has been captured by a bold, 
designing girl. I have argued, pleaded, threatened—in vain. He will not 
give her up even for love of me. The girl is one of those Kirklands, 
Marybel, the youngest one. They are considered very fine people, but no 
ordinary girl is good enough for our son, as you well know. She can’t 
cook, she can’t sew, she can’t do anything useful. I would think more of 
the girl if she had let Jack do the wooing. At Christmas her second 
cousin gave a sleigh ride, and Jack was asked to accompany her. She 
instigated the affair, as anyone could see. Then the Dorcas Society of 
her church gave a dinner, and Jack was asked to give a toast. It was 
very apparent that she got up the whole affair just to have Jack dancing 
attendance on her. Then her sister gave a party, and her aunt a dance, 
and that is the way the designing minx has pursued our Jack all along. 
Do try to get a furlough and come home and see if you can influence our 
boy. At any rate you can comfort me. 

“Your distressed wife, 

• “Susan Simon.” 

“P. S.—I forgot to say that the brindle cow has a red calf.” 

If that is the way Mother Simon misjudged my innocent little meet¬ 
ings with Jack, maybe after all I have been wrong, dead wrong, and mis¬ 
judged Margaret. Perhaps such misjudging is a common sin of mothers. 
Anyway, I’ve seen a great light; I’ve ordered a carriage, and will go and 
make my peace with Margaret this afternoon. 

P. S. No. 2—After the call: Margaret isn’t so bad, after all. When 
looking for defects I found them, when looking for noble qualities I 
found them not altogether lacking, either. With Mother Simon’s help 1 
soon learned to cook and sew and manage my household, so probably 
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Margaret will learn, too. And surely my son could not have found a 
daintier, sweeter, better mannered girl than she. Billy was never so 
loving and tender as he is tonight. The estrangement of months has 
passed away, and the glory of their love sheds its rays upon me and en¬ 
velops me also. I am going to gain a daughter, not lose a son. I am 
really happy again. 

With love, your sister, 

Marybel K. Simon. 

—RUTH KING, 13. 

PART III. 


As Told By Margaret Hollister. 

Morningside, May 12. 

Dearest Bettikin: 

Now that you have heard the news I shall tell you all about it. I 
simply couldn’t before, because—well, just because. I’ll tell you why 
after a while. 

Betty, I can scarcely believe it, even yet. I pinch myself every now 
and then to make sure I’m not dreaming. At first I wasn’t happy a bit; 
just scared; and then, when I got more used to things, I forgot I was 
engaged. You see, I didn’t love Billy then. Not until—well, I had better 
start back at the beginning. 

It began at Aunt Jinnie’s house party last Thanksgiving. You know 
what a meddlesome old match-maker Aunt Jinnie is. Dear old soul, she 
had it all fixed for Homer Algernon Randolph and me. Homer Alger¬ 
non! An onion by any other name would smell as sweet. Methinks I 
see him now, with his round, baby blue eyes, and his dear yellow curls. 
He is mamma’s own lamb, for sure. Well, as I said, Aunt Jinnie had 
picked him for Peggie, and she invited Billy for that Lambert girl. Most 
anything would do for her, Aunt Jinnie thought. 

The very first thing when auntie brought Billy up and presented him 
to me, he stared like he had suddenly met a real museum curio. It fussed 
me, and I got mad and went over to talk to Homer Algernon. I guess 
Billy realized what he had done, for pretty soon he came over and com¬ 
menced to spiel a blue streak to Homer and me. I forgot what he talked 
about, but before long we were chatting like old friends, and when he 
asked me to show him aunt’s conservatory, your little Peggy did. Any¬ 
thing is better than Homer Algernon. 

And that, my dear, is a sample of the way things went, all those four 
days. Homer was dreadfully peeved, and as for Aunt Jinnie, she hasn’t 
spoken to me since. Nobody can truthfully accuse me of running after 
Billy, because I didn’t; I never run after men. And I didn’t love him, 
either, but, as I said before, anything is to be preferred to that namesake 
of the immortal bard. 

Well, of course, I corresponded with Billy, off and on. He used to 
spout tender passages once in a while, and then I wouldn’t answer him 
for a whole week. I had my work, and I didn’t think (and don’t yet, for 
that matter) that the sole end and aim of woman is to be married. I just 
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naturally despise these girls that sit around, waiting for some man to 
pick them up and carry them along. I did enjoy Billy’s letters, though. 

Before we realized it, it was Christmas. I was to spend the holidays 
with Uncle Dore, and dear Homer came to the station with a dray of 
candy and flowers to see me off. I was mad at Homer for not being 
Billy, and as soon as the train pulled out I threw the whole offering out 
the window. Here’s hoping he saw it! 

Yes, Bettiken, I know that’s mean, but if you had Homer Algernon 
Randolph thrown at your head, thirteen months in the year, you might be 
a little bit vindictive, too. 

Billy was waiting for me at Millbrook station. I was glad to see 
him; lots more so than I had imagined I would be. Not that I knew he 
was coming—I didn’t, but I had a sort of a hunch that he might. It was 
perfectly visible to the naked eye that he was glad to see me. 

Everything went as merry as Yuletide should, until Christmas Eve, 
and then Billy’s mother had a stroke of something, awful sudden, and 
Billy had to go home. I told myself I didn’t care, and played and sang 
fast and furiously for the dear people all evening. When ten o’clock 
came I took my candle (Aunt Marsh always has candles Christmas Eve) 
and hied me off with the rest, singing gaily. 

As soon as I was alone I knew that something was wrong with me, 
and I wouldn’t confess, not even to myself, there in the dark, that Billy 
had anything to do with it. I said the multiplication table and the 
catechism until about one o’clock, and then I went to sleep. 

Billy came back, late Christmas afternoon. He asked me if I had 
had a nice day, and when I said, “No-o—well, yes, fairly so,” he said: 

“Suppose we make up for lost time, and take a sleigh ride?” 

I went. I don’t know anything about that ride; I can’t remember 
for the life of me to this day what Billy said to me. I simply know that 
before I realized it I was engaged to William Simon. 

The very next day he had to go back home, and the awfulness of 
what I had done began to weigh upon me. Things had happened so fast 
and so unexpectedly I had not had time to think. It was as if a flood 
tide had swept me out to sea and then left me stranded on a desert isle, 
with nothing much to do but think and think. How could I be sure that 
I could give Billy all he demanded, that I wouldn’t make a fizzle of it all? 

After New Year’s I came back to Morningside and to plenty of 
work, but I was wretched enough, in spite of my work. Although I re¬ 
fused to see Homer Algernon, he sent floral offerings every day. The 
garbage man had plenty of work those days. 

Well, I tossed up and down in the mental see-saw until late in 
March, and then one day—it was the first day of spring—it just came to 
me like a flash that there was nobody in the world like Billy, my Billy. 

Good night, Bettikin. I couldn’t bear to tell you before I felt sure. 

Your happy, foolish 


Peggie. 


—ELAINE JACK, ’14. 










©lie mysterious (tistfrn 

Old Lawyer Garret had built the homestead at least forty-nine years 
ago. At that time it was a mansion among shacks, but now, since so 
many new houses were scattered through the neighborhood the Garret 
home looked very shabby, with its old fashioned windows, low roof, 
simple structure and lack of paint. An old cistern under the back porch, 
where the Garret children had so often played,* was now dry, and the 
bricks were fast crumbling away. Everything about the place had seen 
its day. 

Lawyer Garret’s daughter was about eighteen and played her prom¬ 
inent part in the society of the town. One night, after a strenuous day 
in the woods hunting spring flowers with a party of young peo¬ 
ple, she was very tired and decided to go to bed early. About nine The 

o’clock, just as she was retiring, she heard a muffled knocking and some- Tech 

one cough. She opened her door, expecting her mother to walk in, but 
was much surprised to find no one in sight. Believing that the noise had 
come from some other part of the house, and being too tired to investi¬ 
gate, she jumped into bed and soon was asleep. 

The next morning at the breakfast table Mary began to tell her 
mother and father of her trip on the previous day, and was so surprised 
to find that her mother took no interest in her good time, as she usually 
did. 

“What’s the matter, mother, you are so silent this morning?” 

Mrs. Garret sat resting her elbow on the table and her cheek in her 
hand. She was thinking of something far away. Finally looking to Mr. 

Garret, she said: “George, I’ve been worried for some time. The last 
few days I’m actually afraid to stay in this house alone.” 

“Why, my dear,” said Mr. Garret, in a surprised tone, “what is the 
matter?” 

“Well, I firmly believe that this house is haunted,” she answered. 

“Haunted?” repeated Mr. Garret, smiling. “You don’t seem well this 
morning, Mary!” 

“That’s the truth,” she continued. “I’ve heard some one cough every 
night now for almost a week, and it wasn’t any of us, either. At the 
same time some one knocks too, and I”- 

Just then, Mary, the servant, who had overheard the conversation, 
stepped in from the kitchen, and very excitedly exclaimed: “Sir, that’s 17 
the same thing that I heard, and it happens every night at the same 
time. I’ve been afraid to say anything to the Mistress about it, but I’ve 
been powerfully afraid myself.” 

“Oh, father,” gasped Mabel. “That’s the same thing I heard last 
night when I went to bed,” and she told of her experience. 

But Mr. Garret only laughed, saying: “It’s just a woman’s way. 

Always imagining something, and then getting afraid of it. Haunted! 

Your grandmother! Why, this house is just the same as it’s always 
been!” 

“Yes, but you have never been in the kitchen at that time,” inter- 





rupted Mary. Of course, you can’t notice it down town.” 

Then Mrs. Garret began: “I tell you, John, I shan’t stay in this 
house alone another minute.” 

‘‘Why, Louise, you’re foolish,” directed Mr. Garret in a cross tone. 

“No, father, I know there must be something wrong,” broke in 
Mabel, almost crying. 

Mr. Garret, although he considered it all foolishness, yet conde¬ 
scended for their sakes to stay home from the club, thinking he might 
convince them of their mistake, and saying, “Tonight we’ll all listen and 
find the cause of this.” 

******** 

That evening the Garret family were found seated on kitchen chairs 
and watching Mary wash the dishes, waiting for that mysterious hour 
when the noise was supposed to be heard. 

At last Mrs. Garret, white with fear, said: “It’s ten minutes to nine.” 

“Now, don’t be afraid of nothing,” answered Mr. Garret calmly. 

‘Thump! Thump! Thump!” came the long-looked for knocking. 

There, gasped Mabel, who sat motionless. Then a funny cough 
came from the neighborhood of the back porch. 

Mr. Garret went out the back door, and after carefully examining 
the back yard, returned, trying to convince them that probably some one 
was just passing down the alley. 

At any rate,” he said, “no one is going to hurt you.” 

This was too much for Mrs. Garret. “John,” she commanded, “you 
must get a policeman at once.” 

“Oh, father, please do,” begged Mabel. 

Then Mary, paralyzed with fear, turned to the old man with an air 
of superiority. 111 leave this house, bag and baggage, sir, before to¬ 
morrow morning, if you don’t have a policeman immediately.” 

Mr. Garret, assailed on all sides, was finally persuaded to take some 
action, and stepping to the phone he explained matters, and it was soon 
decided that a policeman would guard the house that night. 

All night long the uniformed man walked up and down the yard, 
watching particularly the back part of the house, but no signs of any 
cause of the disturbance was discovered. Once in a great while, in the 
morning hours, a whistle or perhaps a cough was heard, but always 
proved to be some passerby. 

At last, just at daybreak a moving object was seen under the back 
porch, and a little old man, ragged, very peculiar looking, slowly made 
his way from the cistern. 

“Stop!” shouted the policeman, pointing his revolver. 

Shocked to paleness at the sight of the uniform, the half-witted man 
said: 

“What’s the matter, sir? I hain’t done nothin’.” 

“Where do you belong?” 

“Why, since I run away from the crazy house I hain’t had no home, 
so I just wander around all day, and ’bout nine o’clock I go down in 
that old cistern to sleep, sir.” M. R. 
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A QInm-Arfiuoa (HaBk 


By Felix. 

When I first saw the cow I received this mental impression-a common 
scrub dairy milker whose chief business in life is to make milk out of corn¬ 
stalks and water to have her head stanchioned and to be docile when bein- 
interviewed on the milk question. 

, r tT my K dUty T u SUpp ' y her with greens ^d condensed vapor, see that 
her head was beyond the bars, and tickle the sensitive creature into parting 

, the milk - Taking the stool and milk pail, I sat down on the right side 
of Bossies posture and in the most gentle and humane manner, with cooing 
voice I commenced that difficult art of trying to get something for nothing 
o not now why I got it. It came as a gift, and it was “coming” 
when ,t reached my vicinity. It is quite impossible to live and not occupy 
a certam portion of space and it was that portion that I obstructed that 
was affected by the donation. 

Thomas a Becket has said that the Devil has a cloven hoof. I quote 

S, VhLtlt? We "’ t0 be brief> that is what 1 got - Perhaps * 

It was not the right season for football and although I am largely com¬ 
posed of the essentials that make a ball plump, I did not wish to be kicked 
over the goal I realized I was on the wrong side of the interview and so 
hastily changed my position. 


We publish with a great deal of pleasure these two articles by Miss 
Schwentser and Miss Hunter, which appeared in a German monthly in 
Chicago. This-journal, “Aus Nah und Fern,” is devoted “to school and 
home, and to students of advanced schools.” We are especially proud of 
this work, since we find among the names of the contributors such 
name as Max Walter, Ph. D„ one of the greatest modern language spec- 

ChicaV" Jj UI 7h Pe ’ a " d °" t ! le Staff " ameS re P resentin g ^e University of 
Chicago, Northwestern and Vassar. 


p j ®. er 31ntpntatimialf IBmfuterhsrl 

. , . ogender Artikel wurde uns von einer Studentin am Bradley Poly¬ 
technic Institute freundlichst eingesandt. y y 


h i l T J auu / rau 5 ab e von Aus Nah und Fern bemerkte ich eine Notiz 
an7d r Pne / WeChsel mit Schuelern in Deutschland. Das brachte mich 

den Gedanken, andern Lesern meine eigene Erfahrung mitzuteilen 

in T ■ Ja C 6n schlckte lch meinen Namen dem Briefwechselverein 

Deu^hllnd 61 "- ^ drd M ° nate SPaet6r erhidt ich eine " a«s 

Deutschland von me.ner neuen Korrespondentin. Waffirend unseres 

zweijaehngen Bnefwechsels sind wir jetzt nicht nur gute Freundinnen 






















geworden, sondern haben uns auch gegenseitig in der deutschen und 
englischen Sprache viel geholfen. Sich mit jemandem aus einem frem- 
den Lande zu befreunden ist aber auch sehr interessant. Denn in der 
Klasse liest man Goethe, Schiller, und andere deutsche Schriftsteller und 
wird mit der deutschen Litteratur bekannt. Um aber Deutschland und 
die Deutschen wirklich kennen zu lernen, dazu gibt es nichts Besseres 
und Interessanteres als eine moderne Zeitschrift wie Aus Nah und Fern 
und der internationale Briefwechsel. 

MARCELLA SCHWENTSER. 


Folgendes Gedicht, das von einer Studentin des Bradley Polytechnic 
Institute, Peoria, Ill., verfasst ist, wurde uns freundlichst von Frl. Mary B. 
Blossom eingesandt. - 

“Ich weiss nicht, was soli es bedeuten, 

Meine Klasse ist so dumm! 

Ich muss sie schelten und fuehren 
Beinah’ an der Nase herum.” 

So sprach ein armer Lehrer 
Und sah sehr traurig aus. 

‘‘Nichts halten sie fuer interessant 
Nicht einmal Goethe’s Faust.” 
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Die Klasse sprach zusammen: 

“Das Feld is gar zu weit, 

Das Studium ist so schwer, 

Und kurz nur unsre Zeit. 

Wir mcechten etwas Leichtes, 

Recht lustig und modern.” 

“O,” sagt der Lehrer frcehlich, 
“Das geb’ ich euch sehr gern. 

“Ich kenn’ ein kleines Blsettchen 
Belehrend und geschickt, 

Daraus koennt ihr ja lernen 

Wie heut’ ein Deutscher spricht.” 

Bald kam die nette Zeitschrift, 

Und alle sind ergoetzt. 

Sie sprechen nicht von Arbeit 
Das Deutsch’ gefaellt ja jetzt. 


Sie nehmen das Blatt mit zu Bette, 

Mit ins Feld, in den Garten, den Wald, 

Sie lesen es morgens und abends, 

Sie lesen es ueberall. 

Es staunen die Fremden und fragen: 

“Was lest ihr Kinder, so gern?” 

Die Schueler, sie lachen und sagen: 

“Wir lesen Aus Nah und Fern.” 

MARY HUNTER. 











— 








CANOEING ON THE MANITOWISH. 

Oh, the beautiful Manitowish, with its ever-varying scenes of rip¬ 
pling lake and river and dark woodland of pine and white birch! Men 
talk of great times at Atlantic City, and the beaches in Florida, talk of 
the lulling and quieting sensation of the rolling of the waves of the 
ocean, but certainly nothing can equal the solemn solitude of the great 
forests, the rustling of the pine branches, the croaking of the frogs in the 
twilight and especially the splash of some monster fish, disporting him- 


The 

Tech 


self in the moonlight Now, not in all the years that I have spent the 
summer in Wisconsin, was I so impressed with the magnificance of the 
Manitowish waters as I w r as the last one, the one we all took a trip in 
canoes.through the best of this most delightful chain of lakes. 


























It was rather a chilly morning for August, when we dropped off the 
Northwestern at Manitowish, the little station mostly resembling civili¬ 
zation for miles. The river flows adjacent to the village, and as soon as 
we had procured our canoes from the sleepy official who called himself 
station agent, freight agent, postmaster and hotel proprietor, we 
launched them in the “drink” and dipped our paddles. 

The river at this point flows rather swiftly, due to the presence of 
the dam about five miles up. stream. Therefore we had some difficulty 
passing some shallow rapids and drifts, but nevertheless about noon we 
reached the dam, where my brother bought some butter and milk. Here 
we ate voraciously from our store in the duffle-bag, and were on our way 
again by one-thirty. Hank spilled some hot water on his hand in an 
endeavor to separate some eggs from some boiled potatoes. His shrieks 
of woe were not of the best queen’s English, as is seen by the expresion 
on his face. 



Through a drizzling rain to the goal we had set for the day—the 
Spider Lake resort, was not the most pleasant ’ exercise I have ever 
taken, but this happened just after we had gotten under way in the 
afternoon. We had paddled about half the distance to Stone Lake, the 
intermediate point between the dam and the resort, when the aforesaid 















drizzling rain began to fall. This did not seem to satisfy the elements, 
it seems, for soon the wind rose and the rain literally fell in sheets. It 
sure was raining. However, our duffle, or supplies, were safely stowed 






















away in the waterproof bags, and as for ourselves, we enjoyed it, for 
the sun had been beginning to get a little too friendly with our unpro¬ 
tected shoulders and arms. Of course, as soon as it began to dribble in 
such torrents the wind had to naturally give way to it and stop blowing 
so hard. Thus we were saved from possible destruction and enabled to 
make much better time upon our journey. 

• The “grand old man of the Manitowish,” as Mr. George Washington 
Buck is known, met us at the dock, despite the drenching drip. He of¬ 
fered us accommodations in the way of food and shelter, accustomed as 
he was to the way of tenderfeet. Upon our refusal of his hospitalities, 
he invited us at least to come up on the porch of the main building and 
chat with him. He is very entertaining, and told us many stories of his 
experiences both in the civil war and on the trail of the deer. I am not 
misrepresenting facts when I say that he could rattle off the best line 
of fiction or non-fiction than any ther man I ever knew, excepting, 
of course, Bruce. We certainly were very reluctant about departing for 
the shore, where our canoes were ready to yield up the tents and etcetera. 



In the morning the sun shone out brightly over Manitowish lake, 
and the fog, which was now rapidly rising, obscured from view the other 
shores of the lake. At exactly 6:30 we loaded our canoes and quickly 
skirted the shores through Spider Lake and into Island. Here we saw a 
number of boats full of men fishing for muscallonge along the edge of a 
deep weed bed. Presently we saw a sight that made our hearts leap. 
One of the men had hooked a big fellow, and his pardner, who was quite 
joyous, seized the gun and began firing at the fish before he had been 
played the least. This not only frightened the fish, but was really a 


























menace to the rest of the boats in the vicinity. The guide, however, 
grabbed the gun from the intoxicated man, and carefully manipulating 
the boat so as not to get the line under it, soon saw his opportunity and 
sent a bullet into the fish’s brain. It weighed exactly 39 pounds. 

The other canoe, with Hank and my brother, now took the lead and 
set the pace at a tremendous rate in the direction of Boulder Lake. The 
direction winds through a long, meandering “thoroughfare” about sixty 
feet wide on the average, but getting narrower near the lake from which 
it sprung, until we had finally to carry our skiffs overland for at least 
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26 two miles and a half, over the roughest kind of a trail, which was 
crossed and recrossed with a ceaseless number of logs, ranging in di¬ 
ameter from six inches to thirty. At four o’clock we were again paddling 
as if for a record down to the east end of Boulder, where thoroughfare 
begins again. 

Alas, however, that dry season had lowered the water in these upper 
lakes to such an extent that this usual “high sea of commerce” was ab¬ 
solutely dried up and gone out of existence. This meant another short 
portage of about twenty minutes into Little Rice Lake, a small but in¬ 
teresting lake of much muscallonge reputation. Here we spent the night. 

























We hit the hay, or, more properly, sand, early in the evening, for 
there awaited us in the morning a long and tedious carry to White Sand 
Lake. The portage was certainly the hardest, and seemed the longest, 
that ever was taken by the son of man. My brother, being the strongest 
of the party, took the 50 pound skiff alone, Hank carrying the duffle and 
paddles. We had to strap our luggage into the bottom and take the 
canoe on our shoulders for three miles of rough trail, which had just 
been cut through by a gang of lumbermen. The canoe weighed 70 
pounds to start with, minus the luggage, but when we reached White 
Sand a little before noon, I would have wagered that it would have 
tipped the beam at one thousand. We decided to rest here for several 
hours, and after the meal of squirrel haunches, bacon, stale bread and 
coffee, the quartet one by one threw himself down upon the shady shore 
and slumbered # sweetly. The pangs of hunger gnawing at our “innards' 
roused us at twilight, so to stay off starvation Hand kindled a fire and 
prepared a sumptuous meal of bass, which he had, unobserved, purloined 
from the bosom of the lake. 

It was moonlight that night, and so we broke the monotony of the 
quiet evening by dipping our paddles down the river to Ballard Lake. 
It was hard work to thread our way through the labyrinths of snags 
and hedge-brush whih grew on submerged islands. About twelve o’clock 
we espied a flat place, overhung by a veritable bower of white birch. 
Here we repared for the rest of the night. 

My turn to act as culinary artist came with the dawn of morn. I 
wanted to do myself justice, so the first thing I did was to rise early. I 
would recommend that to everyone wishing to do justice to himself, 
although it didn’t work out right in my case. My specialty being muf¬ 
fins, I mixed some dough (or batter, which is it girls) and put it into a 
large frying pan. We didn’t have the necessary muffin pans for this 
operation, so I thought that a great grand muffin would do just as well, 
and then we could divide it. So I raked the coals out to the side (as per 
directions in Campers’ Guide) put a thin layer underneath the pan, and 
after inverting another over the first party, covered the whole with coals 
and dry earth, and over the pile of oven that had thus accumulated, I 
built a roaring fire. It said to cook for twenty minutes, leaving me 
plenty of leisure to prepare the coffee and other viands. But I had no 
sooner gotten another fire started when I whiffed a fragrant odor from 
the muffin. The aroma increased in density as I uncovered the dish, and 
much worried was I about the concoction, but to my delight, the muffin 
revealed itself most golden. The other fellows were by this time alive 
to the fact that there was real cooking going on, and when they saw the 
work of art they licked their jaws and dove for the victim. I was 
brusehd aside in the tumult and did not see the killing, but what a yowl 
whent up when they found the inside a hot liquid mass of yellow batter. 

However, they decided to try me again, and so we started on the 
last lap of our journey, to Star Lake, where the St. Paul railroad has 






a spur running out into the woods. The day was clear, and an occas¬ 
ional fleecy cloud aided the weather in making it an ideal day for camera 
work. But as we neared the farther shore of the beautiful body of 
water, all began to long for another such outing. The train did not 
leave until late in the afternoon, however, so the time was not wasted in 
catching a few fine bass and pike. At four we reluctantly turned our 
prows toward the shore, and as we stood there in silent contemplation, 
my brother suggested that I perpetuate the scene by a snapshot. Here 
it is, and you may judge for yourself as to the beauty of the sight: 
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OUR VALEDICTORY. 

With this ninth number of The Tech is closed the fifteenth volume. 

30 It: bas been a strenuous year, and one long to be remembered by those 
who have had this paper in their charge. Undoubtedly to those who 
have not been directly connected with the paper it will soon be forgotten 
and its place taken by the succeeding volumes. We hope that this is so, 
and if great success comes to the staff of next year we will not envy them. 
For Mr. Graner and Mr. Mulford, the editor and manager of the 1912-13 
Tech, we extend the heartiest congratulations and hopes. The re-elec¬ 
tion of Mr. Mulford is especially worthy of mention, for of his re-elec¬ 
tion, a member of the council said: “He is the best manager we have 
ever had.” 



























We wish to thank Mr. Warner, Miss Nicol, Mr. Pfeiffer and Miss 
Smith for art work done for The Tech. Miss Boniface, who has always 
had an open ear for the Editor’s sorrows and griefs, we especially thank. 
We also thank Lionel Boniface, who, an alumnus, takes the same interest 
as a student. 

And yet, before we lay down the pen, we wish to speak of one im¬ 
pression which has come to us during the year. This is the inability of 
certain people to do what they promise. That this is the fault of the 
individual is proven by the fact that in other duties of school life prom¬ 
ises are kept. People who would never miss an engagement to practice 
athletics, think nothing of a delay of a week or two in handing in an 
article for The Tech. Secretaries of clubs promise with the utmost of 
celerity that they will get their reports in at a certain time. When they 
fail, month after month, we sometimes wonder if they mean what they 
say. 

In closing we would leave these words of advice: 

Students—“Blame not the editor.” 

Editor—“Do everything; nobody else will do anything.” 


A PUBLICATIONS OFFICE. 

We have recently heard much comment on the fact that there is no 
office or separate room in Bradley set aside especially for the use of 
the editors and business managers of the two school publications. This 
lack makes it necessary for the members of the staffs who have business 
to transact to make use of the general office. This often incurs great in¬ 
convenience to the members of the faculty who may wish to use the of¬ 
fice for their own purposes. 

Not many days ago as w T e were doing some writing at the table in 
the general office a member of the faculty jokingly inquired if that had 
become our “private office.” No criticism was intended in the remark, 
but the fact that there was reason for its occurring has caused us to 
wonder if there should not be a remedy. 

In addition to the members of the staffs of The Tech and Polyscope 
there are the secretaries and treasurers of the clubs in school and of the 
Junior and Senior classes, who have no place either to do their writing 
or to keep their books. We think that the books recording the mem¬ 
bership of the various clubs should be kept in one place, which is ac¬ 
cessible to any person who may have need of getting such information 
as they contain. It would also be an advantage to the secretaries to have 
a room in which to keep slips for notifying members of club meetings 
and in which these notifications could be written. 

Since there are always at least two persons on both The Tech staff 
and that of the Polyscope who have a great deal of work to do, which 
cannot well be done in either the library or chapel, and since the books 
of the clubs should be kept in a place provided for that purpose, why 
should a small office not be given over to the use of those wffio to a 
great degree carry on the business side of Bradley student activities? 

BERTHA E. SUCHER. 
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THE INTERCOLLEGIATE. 


The Fifth Annual Intercollegiate Track and Feld Meet is over, end¬ 
ing one of the most successful years of track work ever held at Bradley. 

Bradley has won every track meet in which she has participated. Every¬ 
one, no doubt, is familiar with the results of the meet, but who has 
asked why it is ehld, and what good it does Bradley? The purpose of 
the meet is to furnish a reason for the meeting of the minor colleges 
once a year, in order to compare their relative strength in at least one 
branch of sport. Bradley, perhaps, receives a greater benefit from this 
meet than any other college. By this meet Bradley is raised to the 
standard of a four-year college. This meet attracts every year a great 
number of people, who are casting about for some school to attend and The 
upon seeing Bradley’s splendid equipment are persuaded to attend Brad- Tech 
ley. Also Bradley receives a great deal of advertisement, and one day 
of the year at least the eyes of the sporting public of Central Illinois 
are turned toward Bradley. 

ROBERT MOORE. 


Sxntap §>gstm 

The excuse system now used at Bradley is one which, so far as we 
know, originated right here in the Institute. As it is now, a person who is 
absent has to get an excuse from his dean, before being re-entered in his 

classes. It seems to us that this is a wrong method, since it lowers the 

college student to a level with the grammar school pupil. If a student 
misses a class it is his loss, and not his teacher’s. Furthermore, we can’t 
see why he should explain the reason for his absence. In most other higher 
schools the student is allowed so many cuts per quarter, and it is reported 
that the average attendance in those schools is higher than at Bradley. 
Then with this kind of a system, the student soon learns to lie just for the 
sake of a little slip of paper marked “good excuse.” In an interview with 
one of the deans we learned that he had issued excuses when he knew the 

student was lying to him. To be more exact we will quote his own words: 

“I have written excuses for students when I positively knew they were 
lying to me, but I had no way of proving it.” RAY MAPLE. 










A merry crowd of Junior girls had a very enjoyable picnic in the coun¬ 
try on Saturday afternoon, May twenty-fifth. Those who made up the party 
were Misses Hazel Smith, Mildred Glasgow, Laura Hakes, Della Gipps, 
Clara Spurck, Bernice Drury, Charlotte Secretan, Mabel Moore, Flora 
Moore, Bertha Stevens, Marguerite Ringness, Hazel Sarsfield, Fern Voor- 
hees. 


The boys of Sigma Phi Fraternity enjoyed a “stag” feed at the home 
of Homer Jacquin on Wednesday evening, May twenty-second, in honor of 
their rushees, Messrs. Collier, Owen, Edward Root, Harry Miller, Swan¬ 
son. Those of the fraternity present were Messrs. Earle Warner, Homer 
Jacquin, Robert Moore, Richard Graner, Leonard Wycko'ff, Bruce Lack- 
land, Elmer Seaburg. 


Miss Helen Paul and Elizabeth Hanna gave a subscription dance at 
Glen Oak Park Pavilion on the evening of Wednesday, May twenty-ninth. 


Lambda Phi girls will enjoy their summer’s camping party at Mossville 
during the week following convocation. 


A crowd of the academy boys gave subscription dances on May twenty 
fourth and twenty-seventh. 


Mr. Zarah Hauk was host on Saturday evening, May 25th, asking 
hts guests to Bartonville to visit the asylum and enjoy a dinner at his home. 
Those who were fortunate enough to be of this party were Misses Louise 
Mulford, Emily Benton, Jessie Mitchell, Marjorie Blackmon, Margaret 
Bartlett, Edna Plack, Wheeler, Margaret Nash, Elizabeth Pindell, Margaret 
Wilde, Marion Wilde; Messrs. William McClintock, Charles Mulford, Lionel 
Tefft, Christopher Colliers, Keith Kenyon, George Ditewig, Lynn Covey, 
James Bunn, Zarah Hauk, Campbell Collins, John Baer. 


Lambda Phi Sorority girls enjoyed a picnic spread in Bradley Park pre¬ 
ceding the May festival. 


Miss Mildred Glasgow and Miss Hazel Cooper entertained Lambda Phi 
Sorority girls on Thursday, May thirtieth, with a chicken dinner at Webb’s 
farm, near Mossville. Those who enjoyed their hospitality were Misses 





























































































































Clara Spurck, Ruth Shockley, Ruth Mercer, Bertha Sucher, Helena Bur¬ 
gess, Helen Paul, Hazel Clift, Bernice Drury, Helen Dawson. 


Before the May Day exercises, the Omicron girls enjoyed a picnic in 
Bradley Park. 

The Alpha Pi boys gave an informal dance at Bradley Pavilion on Tues¬ 
day evening, May twenty-eighth. The dancers included Misses Bernice 
Drury, Helen Paul, Emily Benton, Lily Keithley, Theodore Parker, Bernice 
Waugh, Elizabeth Pindell, Margaret Wilde, Marion Wilde, Elizabeth Hanna, 
Hazel Hancock, Hazel Cooper, Atwood, Marie Donley, Vinnie Paul; Messrs. 
Ralph Lynch. Ray Maple, Charles Mulford, Loring Bunn, Arthur Mahle, 
Clifford Merrill, James Tichnor, Campbell Collins, William Sisson, Maurice 
Meeker, Ray Saylor, Roger Schenck, Glen Ebaugh, Mark Cowell, Don 
Smith, Walter Gray. 

Lulu Rueling entertained the Omicrons at her home in Morton on the 
afternoon and evening of May first. 

Miss Clara Spurck entertained Lambda Phi Sorority with a luncheon 
at her home on Saturday, June second. Miss Bertha Sucher entertained 
the same girls on Tuesday, May twenty-first. 

The boys of the Beta Sigma Mu Fraternity gave their last dance of the 
year at Bradley Pavilion on Saturday evening, May twenty-fifth. 

On June eighth, Omicron Tri Kappa gave an informal dance at Bradley 
Park. 

The Alpha Pi’s will give their annual boat ride excursion on the evening 
of Monday, June seventeenth. 

The annual luncheon of the Omicrons will be given on June twentieth. 
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Y. M. C. A. LAKE GENEVA BANQUET. 

On the evening of May 23, in the Social Hall, \yas held the first ban¬ 
quet ever given by Bradley Y. M. C. A. Some fifty students and faculty 
men were in attendance and the event was considered a great success. The 
toasts of the evening were given over to the discussion of the Y. M. C. A. 
student conference to be held at Lake Geneva, Wis., from June 14-27. The 
program was as follows: 

Mr. Jamison, Toastmaster. 

Mr. E. K. Higdon, Eureka College. 

.“Purpose of the Student Conference and What They Do There” 

Mr. Brown.“Athletics at the Student Conference” 

Mr. Porter.“Lake Geneva ‘Stunts’” 

Ray Fox . 

“Bradley’s Lake Geneva Fund, and How the Association Will Help Stu¬ 
dents to Get to the Conference.” 

Hugh Macdonald.“Impressions” 

Mr. Holmes, City Secretary, Y. M. C. A.“Personnel of Leaders” 

O. E. Pence, Student Secretary.“Why One Should Go to Geneva” 

Bradley had six representatives at the student conference last summer 
and we intend to keep up our old record this year. The conference begins 
June 14 and lasts for ten days. In order to help Bradley students take in 
the conference a loan is made from the fund secured last year. The total 
expense from Peoria is about $27.50 and of this amount the association will 
gladly loan without interest $15.00 to those who desire to go. This loan can 
be taken out for three years if desired. Fox or Macdonald will be glad to 
speak with any one who desires to be one of Bradley’s delegates this year. 


THE Y. W. C. A. 

The Y. W. C. A. work is growing, and the girls are responding in a 
38 commendable manner. Plans are now under way for a membership cam¬ 
paign in the Fall. Every girl in school should be a Y. W. worker, and 
we need them all. Once interested in the work, the zeal with which the 
girls enter into the plans is very pleasing. The delegates for the con¬ 
ference at Lake Geneva have been chosen, and after their attendance 
there we know they will come back to us filled with the desire to make 
our Y. W. the best in the country. 

A number of very interesting meetings have been held. Mr. Jamison, 
Mr. Evans and Miss Blossom have spoken to the girls in different meet¬ 
ings. The last meeting of the year was held June 5, with Miss Hunter 
as speaker. This is the last meeting she can be with us before she leaves 




















for her new work at Mt. Holyoke. To her we want to extend our thanks 
for her untiring efforts in making our Y. W. what it is. 

At one of the meetings the new officers were introduced: 

President—Nelle G. Hullinger. 

Vice President—Ruth Shockley. 

Treasurer—Flora Carter. 

Secretary—Edna Brown. 


BRADLEY LITERARY CLUB. 

The Bradley Literary Club met in the club room Monday evening, 
May 6. The debate for the evening was, “Resolved, That the United 
States should adopt the policy of free trade,” the affirmative being up¬ 
held by Hazel Smith and Haskell Armstrong, the negative by Bessie 
Archer and Ray Fox. After a heated discussion the club adjourned, with 
the decision in favor of the affirmative. 

On May 20 the last meeting of the year was held. An Emerson pro¬ 
gram was prepared by Miss Carter and Mr. Rucker. At this meeting the 
officers for the coming year were elected, and seme changes made in 
the constitution. 

The annual picnic of the club was held at Glen Oak Park Friday 
evening, May 31, closing the most successful year of the club. 


MAY DAY AT BRADLEY. 

Bradley has had its first May Day celebration. On Friday afternoon, 
May 20th, a May Day entertainment was given by the students of Brad¬ 
ley. The festivities consisted of folk dances, songs, an out-door play 
from Shakespeare, and a May pole dance. All the participants were ap¬ 
propriately costumed, and the bright colors made a pleasing picture 
against the surrounding green foliage. Everything, from the proces¬ 
sional of the May Day queen to the May pole dance made a lasting im¬ 
pression on the large crowd which attended despite the threatening 
weather, and it is the hope of all that the May Day celebration will be¬ 
come a permanent thing at Bradley. 


PEER GYNT. 

Thursday, the 24th, at four o’clock, under the auspices of the Bradley 
English Club, a Peer Gynt program was given by an orchestra from the 
Peoria Conservatory of Music, and Miss Estelle Van Horn, reader. The 
club and a number of guests enjoyed an excellent entertainment, and 
were enabled to appreciate Ibsen’s Peer Gynt to a grater extent than 
they had before. 










ATHLETICS 


BRADLEY WINNER IN TRACK MEET. 

Bradley won the fifth annual intercollegiate track and field meet on 
Bradley field by running up a total of 31 Ms points, while Hedding col¬ 
lege of Abingdcn could only roll up 20 points for second place. Illinois 
Wesleyan University and Illinois College tied for third place, with 15 
points each. Shurtleff, Williams and Vashti, Millikin and Illinois State 
Normal followed in the order named, with Lincoln and Eureka colleges 
the only teams not scoring. 

The winning of the meet had been predicted by Bradley men, and 
the result was not a great surprise to them, although it was thought that 
the winning margin would not be so large. With Captain Billy Sisson 
and Clifford Merrill each pulling in ten points for the local team and 
Barrett winning the broad jump, Saylor finishing second in the pole 
vault, and finally having the relay team finish second, gave us a lead 
which the other schools could not overcome. 

Sisson Is Star. 

Captain Sisson entered in four events, took three seconds and one 
third out of the bunch. 

Five new intercollegiate records were established, and two of the 
old records tied. Perhaps the best mark of the day was made in the pole 
vault, when Buchheit of Illinois College cleared the bar at a height of 
11 feet 6 inches, raising Saylor’s old mark ten inches. Other records 
were made when Barrett of Bradley cleared 21 feet 4 inches in the run¬ 
ning broad jump, raising the old mark two inches; when Wolrab made 5 
feet 7y 4 inches in the high jump; when Tennison, Millikin’s crack dash 
man, romped away with the 220-yard dash in 22 3-5 seconds, and whin 
Berry of Illinois College heaved the hammer for a new mark of 135 feet 
11 inches. 

The relay race, the last event on the program, was one of the most 
exciting races of the meet, and although Hedding won by a large mar¬ 
gin over Bradley, the fight for second, thiid and fourth was good. 

Summaries. 

100-yard dash—Tennison, Millikin, first; Dunlap, Hedding, second; 
Sisson, Bradley, third. Time, 10 1-5. 

120-yard hurdles—Buchheit, Illinois, first; Coulter, Shurtleff, second; 
Dunn, W. and V., third. Time, 17. 

1-mile run—Merrill, Bradley, first; Cox, Normal, second; Young, 
Hedding, third. Time, 4:49. 

440-yard run—McIntosh, Wesleyan, first; Cannon, Hedding, second; 
Smith, Millikin, third. Time, 53 1-5. 















220-yard hurdles—Dunn, W. and V., first; Sisson, Bradley, second, 
Smith, Millikin, third. Time, 27. 

220-yard dash—Tennison, Millikin, first; Dunlap, Hedding, second; 
Heyle, Wesleyan, third. Time, 22 3-5. 

Shot-put—Snodgrass, Shurtleff, first; Wolrab, Wesleyan, second; Me- 
Cleary, W. and V., third. Distance, 38 feet. 

880-yard run—Merrill, Bradley, first. Cannon, Hedding, second; Cor- 
rie, W. and V., third. Time, 2:0634. 

Pole vault—Buchheit, Illinois, first; Saylor, Bradley, second; Cole¬ 
man, Hedding, third. Height, 11 feet 6 inches. 

Hammer throw—Berry, Illinois, first; McLaughlin, W. and V., sec¬ 
ond; Cooper, Millikin, third. Distance, 135 feet 11 inches. 

Broad jump—Barrett, Bradley, first; Sisson, Bradley, second; Cole¬ 
man, Hedding, third. Distance, 21 feet 4 inches. 

Discus throw—Snodgrass, Shurtleff, first; Emerson, W. and V., sec¬ 
ond; Coulter, Shurtleff, third. Distance, 106 feet, 11 inches. 

High jump—Wolrab, Wesleyan, first; Sisson, Bradley, second; Sny¬ 
der and V. Tery, Shurtleff, tied for third. Height, 5 ft. 734 inches. 

One mile relay race—Hedding College, first; Bradley, second; Wes¬ 
leyan, third. Time, 3:43 4-5. 

BRADLEY TRACK AND FIELD RECORDS FOR 1912. 

50 yard dash—Tracy Hancock, 1902, Dual Wesleyan, 5 1-5. 

100 yard dash—Tracy Hancock, 1902, Dual Wesleyan, 10 1-5. 

220 yard dash—L. T. Dillon, 1904, Dual Lombard, 23. 

R. Plowe, 1906, Dual Eureka. 

440 yard dash—L. T. Dillon, 1904, Dual Lombard, 54. 

880 yard dash—C. Merrill, 1912, Fifth Intercollegiate, 2:0634- 
1 mile—C. Merrill, 1912, Fifth Intercollegiate, 4:49. 

120, high hurdles—J. H. Kilver, 1900, First Interdivision. 16. 

220, low hurdles—Wm. Sission, 1912, W. and V., 26. 

High jump—Glenn Ebaugh, 1907, Dual Eureka, 5 ft. 9H in. 

Broad jump—Barrett, 1912, Fifth Intercollegiate, 21 ft. 4 in. 

Pole vault—J. R. Saylor, 1911, Fourth Intercollegiate, 10 ft. 8 in. 

Shot put (16)—E. Lidle, 1906, Seventh Interdivision, 36 ft. 8 in. 
Hammer throw (16)—Fawcett, 1908, First Intercollegiate, 115 ft. 3 in. 
Discus throw—Cullings, 1912, Twelfth Interdivision, 97 ft. 9 in. 

As a fitting climax to the most successful track season the Bradley 
team won the Fifth Annual Intercollegiate meet, proving conclusively 
their superiority over all other state teams. 

The season has been a clean sweep, from the indoor meet with Wes¬ 
leyan to the last event of the Intercollegiate. The out-door season was 
opened by winning the Twelfth Interscholastic, and following this the 
Greater Peoria meet was easily won by Captain Sisson and his all- 
around team: Sisson, Makutchem, Snyder, Mackemer being the strong 
point winners. 

William and Vashti was defeated, 68 to 49, and Wesleyan, 58 to 56. 







THE SECOND TRIP. 

The second long base ball trip of the year was to have been a three- 
day affair, games being scheduled with Illinois State Normal, Illinois 
Wesleyan and James Milliken on May 16, 17 and 18 respectively. Rain 
the first day necessitated calling off the game with Normal so the team 
did not leave until Friday, when Wesleyan was taken on. The game was 
one of the worst of the year, and was almost a repetition of the Milliken 
contest, Bradley being trimmed 14 to 8. Scranton, although wild, pitched 
a good game, and with any kind of support would have won easily. 
Everyone, however, seemed to have an error or two which needed to be 
let out, and the game finally developd into a farce. Bradley started out 
in great shape, and before Steinkraus could get going hits by Captain 
Maple, Tefft and Ireland drove in three runs. In Wesleyan’s half they 
went us one better, and scored four runs on three hits and more errors. 
Bradley again hopped on the Bloomington twirler in the second inning, 
and when the smoke had cleared we had chalked up five runs. We held 
this lead only a few minutes, for in Wesleyan’s half they tied the score 
with four runs. By this time Steinkraus had found his bearings, and for 
the rest of the game Bradley could not score. Wesleyan scored three 
more in the fifth, one in the seventh and two in the eighth, and thereby 
won their first game from Bradley in seven years. The score: 


Bradley.3 5 0 0 0 0 0 0 0—8 

Wesleyan .4 4 0 0 3 0 1 2 0—14 


Batteries—Scranton and Tefft; Steinkraus and Carlyle. 


James Milliken took us into camp on the second day of the trip, 8 to 
0. The game was one-sided from the start, Bradley being unable at any 
time to connect with Pitcher Evans’ offerings with any success, while 
Milliken made hits whenever needed. Outside of the good pitching of 
Evans, the batting of Caspar and Williams featured the home team’s 
work, the former making three hits out of five times at bat, and the 
latter making two three baggers out cf four trips to the plate. Bradley 
couldn’t make but three hits off of Evans, Stephenson contributing a two 
bagger, and Mulford and Stecker each singles. The score: 


Bradley..0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0—0 

Milliken .0 1 1 2 4 0 0 0 0—8 


Batteries—Maple and Tefft; Evans and Wassem. 


NORMAL U. WALLOPS BRADLEY, SCORE 4-8. 

Too much confidence in their ability to maintain a one run lead lost 
for Bradley, June 1, when the Illinois State Normal University team 
came up from behind and beat the locals on their own grounds by a score 
of 8 to 4. Bradley had all the best of it up to the eighth inning, and the 
Poly players were content to rest on their oars, but in this session the 
Normal team filled the bases on Scranton, and with one out Maple w^as 
sent in to annihilate the visitors. The next man up connected for a two 
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bagger, however, and to the astonishment of both the players and the 
fans Normal romped through the inning with five runs to their credit. 

Perry pitched a fairly good game for the visitors, but was hit hard 
whenever the Bradley players seemed willing to fight in the first few 
innings. After Normal took their big lead, however, he was invincible, 
and pitched air-tight ball in the pinches. Scranton was wild, but effective, 
up to the eighth, when the disastrous rally occurred, which filled the 
bases. Maple's entry was then useless, as but one man was down, with 
Quich, the heavy hitter of the Normal team, at bat. 

One of the features cf the game was a home run in the first inning, 
with two men on by Maple. The ball flew ten feet over the left field 
fence, and was the mightiest wallop ever seen on the Bradley diamond. 
Maple again came to the fore in the fifth, when with two out, he 
brought in Stecker with a run which looked good to win before Normal’s 
eighth inning rampage. A freak feature of the game was the fact that 
Carroll, the visitor’s first baseman, secured only two put-outs in the en¬ 
tire game. This was caused by the striking out of seventeen batsmen 
by Perry, the catcher receiving credit for the put-outs. The score: 

Bradley— A.B. R. H. P.O. A. E. 

Mulford, ss.5 1 3 0 2 1 

Stecker, 3b.4 2 1 0 3 1 

Scranton, p., lb.4 0 0 3 2 2 

Maple, p.4 1 2 9 1 0 

Vestal, c.3 0 0 8 0 0 

Tefft, c.1 0 0 2 1 0 

Ireland, cf., .4 0 0 0 0 0 

Allen, rf.4 0 1 0 0 0 

Graham, If.3 0 1 3 0 0 

Mahle, 2b.4 0 2 2 2 0 

*Stephenson .1 0 0 0 0 0 


Totals . 


4 

10 

27 

11 

4 

Normal— 

A.B. 

R. 

H. 

P.O. 

A. 

E. 

Bright, cf. 

.5 

1 

1 

2 

0 

0 

Snyder, 2b. 

.5 

1 

2 

2 

0 

0 

Perry, p. 


0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Stephens, c., rf. 

.5 

1 

3 

10 

0 

0 

Porter, If. 

.4 

1 

2 

2 

0 

0 

Carroll, lb. 

.3 

2 

0 

2 

0 

0 

Quich. ss. 


1 

2 

1 

0 

0 

Smith, 3b. 

.3 

1 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Shaver, rf., c. 

.4 

0 

0 

8 

1 

0 


Totals .39 8 10 27 1 0 

Earned runs—Bradley, 4; Normal, 3. Stolen bases—Mulford, Stecker, 
Maple (2), Graham (2), Mahle, Bright (2), Porter (2), Carroll, Quich. 
Two-base hits—Snyder and Quich. Home run—Maple. Double play— 
Maple to Vestal. Innings pitched—By Scranton, 7 1-3; by Maple, 12-3. 
Base hits—Off Scranton, 8; off Maple, 2. Base on balls—Off Scranton, 3; 
off Perry, 1; off Maple, 0. Struck out—By Scranton, 6; by Maple, 2; by 
Perry, 17. 

































Special Carriages and Broughams 

FOR PARTIES, WEDDINGS AND RECEPTIONS 
EVERYTHING HIGH CLASS 

Peoria Livery Co. 

■’hone 3315 517 Fulton Street 


You Graduates 

CAN FIND THE MOST COMPLETE 
AND MOST DESIRABLE 

Commencement Day Togs 

AT 



315 Main St. PeORIA IlL. 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 
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Where Service Counts 

AND YOU YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN APPRECI¬ 
ATE SERVICE AND CONSIDERATION AS MUCH 
AS THE OLDER ONES. YOU WILL FIND THE 
BERGNER STORE A PLEASANT PLACE TO SHOP 
IN, AND YOU WILL FEEL THAT YOU ARE 
ALWAYS WELCOME. 

WE ARE NOW SHOWING MANY NEW THINGS 
THAT WE BELIEVE WILL INTEREST YOU. 

P. A. Bergner & Co. 


PT AOOV CXTAT7C for young men 
vLiiww I wilUJLo and women 

THEY’RE MADE JUST AS YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN 
WANT THEM. 

MYERS & MYERS 

DOUGLAS SHOE SHOP 

316 FULTON STREET W. N. SULZBERGER, Mgr. 


WHILE EMBRACING THE SPLENDID OPPORTUNITY TO 
GET A GOOD EDUCATION AT BRADLEY 

DON’T FORGET 

TO LEARN TO SAVE. OPEN AN ACCOUNT AT THE 

Home Savings and State Bank 

JEFFERSON BUILDING 


Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 


















WE ARE SHOWING SOME VERY LATE ARRIVALS IN 
NOBBY YOUNG MEN’S SUITS. 

ALSO STRAW HATS, SHIRTS, ETC. 



215 S. ADAMS ST. 



MAIN AND ADAMS STS. 


For the Girl I Love 



FOR SALE ONLY AT 


McDOUGAL’S 

PHARMACY 


The Duroc Press 

424 FULTON STREET, PEORIA 

For Samples of our Work see 

“THE TECH” and “THE OPINION” 


We have unusual facilities for the manufacture of DANCE and 
PARTY PROGRAMS. New and Novel Ideas furnished on 
short notice. 

BOTH PHONES 3970 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 




















TRIEBEL & SONS 
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Tech 


112-14 N. Adams St. THE ONLY PLACE 

Across from Court House FOR MONUMENTS 

The Illinois National Bank 

UNITED STATES DEPOSITORY 
CORNER ADAMS AND LIBERTY STREETS 
COMMERCIAL AND SAVINGS ACCOUNTS SOLICITED 


WM. C. WHITE 
A. S. OAKFORD 
FRANK FISCHER 
C. A. ANICKER 


OFFICERS: 

.PRESIDENT 

VICE-PRESIDENT 
VICE-PRESIDENT 
ASSISTANT CASHIER 


Welte & Wieting 

Jewelers and Opticians 

307 Main St. 112 S. Adams St. 
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A Complete 

PROMPT RELIABLE 

Line of 


TENNIS and Qj&CJ 

PEORIA 

BASEBALL jES\ 

SUPPLIES [ 

PRINTING 


AND 

G.N.Portman Us 

STATIONERY 

120 N. Adams 

COMPANY 


Phone 406 404 S. Adams St. 


Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 













CANDIES 


LUNCHES 



Arrow 


Gmelich 

313 MAIN ST. 
Peoria, Ill. 


T^otch COLLAR 

15c.—9 for 25c. Cluett. Peabody & Co., Maker9 


Ice Cream 


Fancy Sundaes 
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INSECT POWDER 

INSIST ON YOUR GROCER FURNISHING OUR BRAND OF 

Ground and Whole Spices 


ALLAIRE, WOODWARD & CO. 


PHARMACEUTICAL CHEMISTS, DRUG AND SPICE MILLERS 
110 MAIN ST., PEORIA, ILL. 


With a capital and surplus 
of $1,250,000, and deposits 
of $5,500,000 THE COM¬ 
MERCIAL GERMAN NA¬ 
TIONAL BANK is at once 
the largest and strongest 
bank in Illinois, outside of 
Chicago. 

Three per cent, interest paid on 
sayings accounts and certificates 
of deposits. 

WALTER BARKER, President 
WILLIAM HAZZARD, Cashier 
321 and 323 South Adams.Street 
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Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 
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The 

Illinois Traction System 

IS THE 

ONE BEST BET ALL THE TIME. 

HOURLY SERVICE TO 

DANVILLE. CHAMPAIGN, DECATUR, CLINTON, BLOOMING¬ 
TON, LINCOLN, SPRINGFIELD, AND ST. LOUIS, MO. 

No Dirt 
No Dust 
No Smoke 
No Cinders 

The 

IS NOW OPEN 

FROM ALL ILLINOIS POINTS INTO THE HEART OF ST. 
LOUIS BUSINESS DISTRICT. 

The St. Louis-Peoria Sleeping Car Service 



McKinley Electric Bridge 



























JACQUIN & COMPANY 

HEADQUARTERS FOR d FOUNTA.N l PENS. both regular 


321 MAIN ST. 


THE BEST DESIGNED FOR ALL 
MANKIND—SELZ SHOES 

Selz Royal Blue Shoe Store 

Roy B. Roberts. Mgr. Old Phone: Main 4746 313 South Adams St. 


FITCH AUTO SUPPLY CO. 

Tires and Auto Supplies 


PHONE MAIN 3718 


704 MAIN STREET 


SENGENBERGER & CO. 

318 and 320 FULTON STREET 
IMPORTED AND DOM ^^ R ^ s BLE DELICACIES AND 


BOURLAND & BAILEY 

M M^?^L L i§Ku I ^U T R'fTTE T S S 


DIME SAVINGS BANK BLDG. 


PEORIA. ILLINOIS. 


Mrs. K. L. Goodman 

hair dressing. manicuring-^ french hair goods 
430 Main St. Phones—Bell Main 1128; Independent 1128 


Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 
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PHOTO SUPPLIES 

ANSCO CAMERAS AND FILMS—CYKO PAPERS 

WE DEVELOP AND FINISH YOUR PICTURES IN 24 HOURS 
ENLARGEMENTS MADE FROM YOUR FAVORITE 
NEGATIVES 

The Tech Pharmacy 

E. F. ZAGELMEYER, PROP. 

PHONE MAIN 1197 2123 MAIN STREET 

riORIA, ILL. 


OUR LEADERS: 

Blue Ribbon Salad Dressing 

Blue Ribbon Canned Goods 

America’s Cup Coffee 

ASK YOUR GROCER 

Oakford & Fahnestock 
P. C. BARTLETT CO. 

GROCERY 525 Main St. 

15 Per Cent. Saving 

To the small and large user of Engravings. It will at least 
pay to call on us for estimates. 

CENTRAL ENGRAVING COMPANY, 

201 Main Street. Bell Phone Main 1630 


Please mention the TECH when answering advertisements 




















For Any Occasion 

B. & M. Clothes can be depended upor 
unfailingly correct in style, quality, fit, i 
manship. So large a variety of patterns 
you’d have a troublous time being dissati: 


DO YOU KNOW 

1. THAT the Polyscope 
comes out Tuesday? 

2. THAT it is a com¬ 
pound of Wisdom, Wit 
and Sentiment that no 
blue - blooded Bradley 
student can be with¬ 
out? 

3. THAT it contains more 
classy “cuts” (of Fac¬ 
ulty and Seniors) and 
“roasts” than any pre¬ 
ceding volume? 

4. THAT among its con¬ 
tributors are the liter¬ 
ary lights and artistic 
genii of the school? 

5. THAT it cost Three 
Dollars, and we are 
giving it to you for 
One Solitary Buck? 

6. THAT we have spent 
all our money and are 
hard up? 

WELL, if you do, why 
don’t you get out that 
Bone you have buried, 
buy a 1912 Polyscope, 
and spend a few pleas¬ 
ant moments in picking 
flaws in what we claim 
to be an all-wool, abso¬ 
lutely perfect literary 
production? 

S. S. & CO. 










































